TOM   SCOTT

Poem in Time of Search

(For G. S. Fraser)

The bomber drones over my shoulder
On the hill's top, and I welcome it.
For out there across the sky the moon
And Time and Space unite
In the image of Infinity; I fear
And fearing, love and revere.

The glorious cloud redolent of death

Edges towards me like my fate

And below me the town like a lake

Enwrapped with mist, dies;

I am torn by the Earth and Sky

And the wind and the world in a hollow bone are me.

See how this stone table
Draws my length to its level,
That the crouching eyes forget men
Their poverty, reproaches and governing,
To know the alive and tongueless truth
Of the secret trees and lesson of the alone and weep-
ing cloud.

I have ignored, O God, too long
The everlasting secrets binding the stars,
Earth, and the sun, womb and tomb,
And you and me, you simple inscrutable monster:
Man gives nothing but this conflict
Which I accept; but what are you hiding,
oceanic hills ?

Let me believe! Too long have I doubted,
Everything doubted, the flare in my gut with a girl: